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Of Ce lia $ charms the Shepherd ſung, 
The uit and deals with Celia rung, 
While Roſine Caſtle hear the ſwain, 
* And echo back the chearful train. 
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With raptures calls awake and ſing ; 
Awake and ein the-vecal throng, 


We 7 Who hails eMojuing's with” * 


* D bid ber haſte and come away, 
in ſweet miles herfelFadorn, 
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Dach feather'd warbler tunes its lay; 
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We, Awake, my love, thebreathing ſpring, 


3 Celia) raiſe the chearful lay; * 
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O hark my love, thy Collin's lay,” +7 
With rapturr calls, O-come away'; - 
come, while the muſe. tis wrath ſhal! . 
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O hither haſte and with thee bring, 
That beauty blooming-like the ſpring. 
Thoſe graces that-divine/y ſnine, 
And charm this raviſh d breaſt of mine. 
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| Reſound my ſhepherd's ardent calls 
Colin bids me come way, 
And ave demands; T mut ove y'; 
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His melting Krain and une fal lay, 


1 yield—ho lotiger tan refrain, 


O bring me to the happy bower, ' 7 


| Repeating as it flies along, 


Waft to my love ſoothing tale, 
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So much the: thartns of love kifplas, 
To own my Love and bleſs the {ſw ain. 1 
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No longer can my heart conceal, | 
The painfui pleaſing" teams J feel, 


My foul retorts the am vous ſtraip. Te | A 
And echoes back in fove again, 1 
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Ye vocal hills that elch wheſong, | ) 


To Colim's ear my firain'convey, 
And ſays haſte to come away ; | 
Ye zephyts ſoft tha fan t: e ale, 


In whiſpers all m · ſoul expreſs, 
And tell 1 1e ap arms ee, 
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| Her dreſs all neglected and fis ek ant ſad, 


The Ariſh 1 Lad. 
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de longs to be taken for derte bf worſe,” © 
And quickly elopes with an ri lad, 
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OOD Chriſtian people pray give ear, 


And bear of sur fad ſate, 
Concerning of our noble hip. 
8 That had been wreck d of lat; 
Which loaded was ith werchandize, | 
As you ſoon ſhall -hear, 10 ? 
Add on boajgd bag fifteen paſſengers, 
Who loft eheir yes moſt N 


The eighteentk of November; 
From New York we ſet ſail, 
Kind Neptune he kid favour us - ; 
With a ſweet and pleaſant gale; n 
And for fair-Dublin'we-were 4G] . 


: Wichout the leaſt delay . 
|. | Hut, by diſtreff of weather, | 
3 We were drove to Waxford- , 
El "PIR of Dublin, 
] . Our ſhip was know by name, 


Our Captain's name it was John Weſt, f 


Who ſtrove with might and main, 


To ſee our air «nd-alÞ-his crew; . 
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| And cried M boys, ne er tear, | | | 
Pur, with God's help, 1 kaxe all ſafe, | | | 
For land to us is gear. | | 


But by contrary winks: our ſhip, 
Was drove againſt 2\rpck;; © 
Which cauſed us t pray to God. 
Soon as we felt ehe Mock: 5 
Our ſhip in pietes ſon did ſplit, 
Ere we could her reliete, - 
Which when: the boys of Wexſord aw, 
Their hearts i it lore dil. grieve. is | 


This dreadful Roti it happened |, 
About ten of the day, 
When thoſe poor fouls did Weeds be. 
Awidſt the foaming fen; 2 
brave Waxſord boys de fave their es, | 
They trove with teil and pain, 5 90 iy” 
But, ere to them then boat con'd en r 
They were dre Bek A Sein. 
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Were it not for the alt, of 
But they could not keep faſt War Bald, „ 
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